452               Boswell's lowing like a cow.      [Nov. ii-so.
sitting together in the pit of Drury-lanc play-house, in a wild freak of youthful extravagance, I entertained the audience prodigiously*', by imitating the lowing of a cow. A little while after I had told this story, I differed from Dr. Johnson, I suppose too confidently, upon some point, which I now forget. He did not spare me. ' Nay, Sir, (said he,) if you cannot talk better as a man, I'd have you bellow like a cow3.'
At Dr. Webster's, he said, that he believed hardly any man died without affectation. This remark appears to me to be well founded, and will account for many of the celebrated death-bed sayings which are recorded3.
1 Boswell italicises this word, I think, because Johnson, objected to the misuse of it. ' " Sir," said Mr. Edwards, " I remember you would not let us say prodigious at college." ' Ante, iii. 345.
" As I have been scrupulously exact in relating anecdotes concerning other persons, I shall not withhold any part of this story, however ludicrous.—I was so successful in this boyish frolick, that the universal cry of the galleries was,' Encore the cow! Encore the cow!' In the pride of my heart, I attempted imitations of some other animals, but with very inferior effect. My reverend friend, anxious for my fame, with an air of the utmost gravity and earnestness, addressed me thus: ' My dear sir, I would confine myself to the cow.' BOSWELL. Blair's advice was expressed more emphatically, and with a peculiar burr— 'Slick to the cmv, mon.' WALTER SCOTT. Boswcll's record, which moreover is far more humorous, is much more trustworthy than Scott's tradition.
° Mme. de Sevigne in describing a death wrote:—' Cela nous fit voir qu'on joue long-temps la comedie, et qu'a la mort on clit la verite." Letter of June 24, i6'/2. Addison says:—'The end of a man's life is often compared to the winding up of a well-written play, where the principal persons still act in character, whatever the fate is which they undergo . . . That innocent mirth which had been so conspicuous in Sir Thomas More's life did not forsake him to the last. His death was of a piece with his life. There was nothing in it new, forced, or affected.' The Spectator, No. 349. Young also thought, or at least, wrote differently.
'A death-bed's a detector of the heart. Here tired dissimulation drops her mask.'
Night Thoughts, ii.
' "Mirabeau dramatized his death " was the happy expression of the
Onh young Tytler advanced, with his front already brasedt" '
